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.... you betcha .... boss he pay me tree dollar day and
vork eight hour only. Vilson, he still president ? A smart
man, Vilson, ha ? ... smarter dan Roosfelt. Vilson he all
de time stick up for vorkmans, Roosfelt he all de time stick

up for capitalists.....Sure, I know. I been in de

union.'

I asked him why he came back.

*My vife he make me come back. He sick all de time in
America an' doctor he say he go back ol' country or he die.
So I come. . . . But I go back, sure, . . . Bolsheviki he never
get my moneys like of dem oder muzhiks dat come from
America, He never find dem. . . . By 'em by, vife maybe he
die, an' I go back. Gut country America. Better dan
Russia. Make lots o' moneys dere. No got chance make
moneys here. Bolsheviki dey crazy in de head. Him no
got much sense. . . . But I go back America. I like him,
America. 'N' you know vat I do by'em by ven I go back ?
No sirree, I no vork no shop, no section gang. I do sometin
else. I got it all in de head. I sell Russian home-brew.

Gut stuff, better'n dam' American bootleg.....Lots

moneys in home-brew.....I know. I make him myself *n*

sell cheap. You betcha."

The other peasants listened, silent, intent, amused. Then
someone turned and began to complain that this * American'
had been telling them a lot of stories, which only provoked
the latter's ire and caused him to launch into a spirited
defence of himself, this .time in Russian.

'That's right, that's right,' he said, 'ask this countryman
of yours if I am a liar. Now you have a chance to find out
who is a liar, you are I. ... I've been telling them that in
America everybody's got nice clothes and shoes and even
common labourers eat meat everyday and drink tea and
coffee with lots of sugar and eat lots of cake an?h?ie all the
time. Isn't that so ? ... There now, you unbelieving
creatures ! And I've also been telling them that one
American working with a machine can do more work in
one day than twenty muzhiks. Isn't that so ?, There now 1
......* His face was flushed, and his eyes glowed with self-
importance. 'They slave and slave,' he continued vehemently,
'these muzhiks here, day and night, and live like their cattle*
Don't they now ? Fie on such a life ! I'll run away from
here as soon as I can, and it won't be long before I do.